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}H ^^^^^hof^f^dthe Third. 


Scena Secunda* 


Sound a Sennet. Enter Richard inpompe,Buc~ 
ki"gham,Catesby,Ratcttffe,Louel. 

Rich. Stand all apart. Coufin of Buckingham. 

Buckj My gracious Soucraigne. 

Rich. Giuemethy hand. Sound. 
Thus high,by thy aduicc,and thy affiftance, 
Is King Richard feated : 
But fhall we wcare thefe Glories for a day? 
Or fhall they laft 3 and we reioyce in them ? 

'Buck. Still Hue they,and for euer let them laft. 

Rich. Ah Buckjngham>nQ\N doe I play the Touch, 
To trie if thou be currant Gold indeed : 
Young Edward liues 3 thinke now what I would fpcake. 

jBuckj Say on my louing Lord. 

Rich. Why Buckingham,! fay I would be King. 

*Buc\. Why fo you are,my thrice-renowned Lord. 

Rich. Ha ? am I King ? 'tis fo : but Sdward hues. 

*Buck^ True, Noble Prince. 

Rtch. O bitter confequence ! 
That Edward ftill fhould liue true Noble Prince. 
Coufin,thou waft not wont to be fo dull. 
Shall I be plaine ? I with the Baftards dead, 
And I would haue it fuddenly perform'd. 
What fay'ft thou now ? fpeake fuddenly ,be briefe. 

'Buch^ YourGrace may doc your pleafure. 

Rich. Tut,tut,thou art all Ice,thy kindncfle freezes : 
Say,haue \ thy confent,that they fh*ll dye ? 

iter.Giue me fomc Title breath,fome pawfc,deare Lord, 
Before 1 pofitiuely fpeake in this : 
I will refolue you herein prefently. Exit Buck. 

Catesby. The King is angry,fcc he gnawcs his Lippe- 
Rich. I will conuerfe with Iron-witted Fooles, 
And vnrefpe£iueBoyes : none are for me, 
That looke into me with confidcratc eyes, 
High-reaching Buckingham growes circumfpccX 
Boy. 

Page. My Lord. 

Rich. Know'ft thou not any, whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt vnto a clofe exploit of Death ? 

Page. I know a discontented Gentleman, 
Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtie fpirit : 
Gold were as good as twcntie Orators, 
And will (no doubt) tempt him to any thing. 

Hick. What is his Name ? 

Page. His Name,my Lord,is TirrtR. 

'Rich. I partly know the man t goc call him hither, 
Boy # Exit. 
The deepc reuoluing wittie "Buckingham, 
No more (hall be the neighbor to my counfailes. K 
Hath he fo long held out with me,vntyr'd, 
And ftops he now for breath ? Well,be it fo. 

Enter Stanley. 

How now,Lord Stanley, vthtt's the ncwes? 

I Stanley. Know mylouing Lord,thc Marqueffe Dorfet 

As I heare, is fled to Richmond,, 

In the parts where he abides* 

Rich. Come hither Catesby , rumor it abroad, 
That Anne my Wife is very grieuous ficke, 


I will take order for her keepingTiofcT 
Inquire mc out fome meane poore Gentlem- 
Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence DauoL 
The Boy is fooliflh,and I feare not him. 8 Cr: 
Lookc how thou dream'ft : I fay againe, gi Uc 
That Anne 9 my Qucene,is ficke,and like to dye 
About it,for it ftands me much vpon * 
To flop all hopcs,whofe growth may darnmaee 
I muft be marryed to my Brothers Daughter ^ 
Or clfe my Kingdomc ftands on brittleGlafll . 
Murther her Brothers,and then marry her 
Vncertaincwayofgaine. But I am in * 
So farre in blood,that finne will pluck on fwnc 
Tcare-falling Pittie dwells not in this Eye. * 

€nter Tyrrel. 

Is thy Name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. lames Tyrrel ^nd your moft obedient fubi*A 

Rich. Art thou indeed? lUDieQ. 

Tyr. Proueme,my gracious Lord, 

Rtch. Dar'ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine > 

Tyr. Pleafeyou: 
But I had rather kill two enemies* 

Rich. Why then thou haft it : two dcepe enemies 
Foes to my Rcft,and my fweet fleepes difturbers 
A re they that I would haue thee deale vpon : ■ 
Tyrrel,! meane thofe Baftards in the Tower, 

Tyr. Let me haue open meanes to come to them 
And foonc lie rid you from the feare of them, 1 

Rich. Thou fing'ft fweet Mufique; 
Hearke,come hither Tyrrel, 
Goe by this token : rifc,and lend thine Earc, 
There is no more but fo : fay it is done, 
And I will loue thee,and prcferrc thee for it, " 

Tyr. I will difpajxh it ftraight. Exit. 


Enter Buckingham. 

"Buck: My Lord,I haue confider'd in my minde, 
The late requeft that you did found tne in. 

Rich. Well,let that reft : Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Buck. I heare the newes,my Lord. 

Rich. Stanley, hecisyour Wiues Sonne: well, lookc 
vnto it. 

Buck. My LordJ clayme the gift,my due by promifc. 
For which your Honor and your Faith is pawn'd, 
Th'Earledome of Hcrtford,and the moueablcs, 
Which you haue promifedT ("hall poflefle. 

B^ch. Stanley looke to your Wife : if (he conuey 
Letters to Richmond, you Chall anfwer it. 
Tuck. What fayes your Highneffc to my iuft requeft . ? 
Rich. 1 doe remember mcHenry the Sixt 
Did prophecic,that Richmond ftiould be King, 
When Richmond was a little pecuifti Boy* 
A King perhaps. 

Buck* May it pleafe you to refolue me in my fuit. 
Rich. Thou troubleft me,I am not in the vaine. Exit, 
Buck. And is it thus? repayes he my deepe feruice 
With fuch contempt ? made I him King for this ? 
O let me thinke on Haflings,znd be gone 
To Brccnock,while my fearefull Head is on* 

Enter Tyrrel. 
Tyr. The tyrannous and bloodie Aft is done, 
The moft arch deed of pittious ma(Tacre 


Exit. 


Tha 
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* w«y«tMf Land was guilty of: 
K^VdVorreft^o I did fubornc 
H l M* P ecce of ruthfull Butchery, 
T ?, ?r they were flelht Villaines, bloody Dogges, 
\ I7d with tenderne(Te,and milde companion, 
r e like to Children, in their deaths lad Story. 

Jh if thus (quoth Forrejt) girdling one another 

2 chin their Alablafter innocent Armes : 

Their lips were foure red Rofes on a ftalke, 

1 din their Summer Beauty kift each other. 

a fiooke of Prayers on their pillow lay, 

Which one (quoth Forreft) almoft chang'd my minde : 

But oh theDiuelt, there the Villaine Qopt : 

\xj^T>ighton thus told on, we Imothered 

The moft replcnifhed fweet worke of Nature, 

That from the prime Creation ere flic framed. 

Hence both are gone with Confcience and Remorfe, 

Xhe* could not fpeake, and fo I left them both, 

fobcare this tydings to the bloody King. 

Enter Richard. 

And heere he comes. All health my Soueraigne Lord. 
Rjc. Kinde Tirrell, am I happy in thy Ne wes. 
fir. Ifto haue done the thing you gaue in charge, 
Beget your happineffe, be happy then, 
for it is done. 
Rich. But did'ft thou fee them dead. 
Tir. I did my Lord. 
Rich. And buried gentle TirreS. 
TtY. The Chaplaine of thc Tower hath buried them, 
But where (to fay the truth) I do not know. 

Rich. Come to five Tirrel foone,and after Supper, 
When thou fhalt tell the proceflc of their death. 
Meane time,but thinke how I may do the good, 
And be inheritor of thy defirc. 
Farewell till then. 
Tir. I humbly take my leaue. 
Rich. The Sonne of Clarence haue I pent vp clofe, 
His daughter meanly haue I matcht in marriage, 
The Sonnes of Edward fleepe in Abrahams bofome, 
And Anne my wife hath bid this world good ni ghc# 
Now for I know the Britaine Richmond aymes 
Atyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 
And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne, 
To her go I,a iolly thriuing wooer. 

Snter Rate life. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Rich. Good or bad newes,that thou com'ft in fo 
bluntly ? 

fof-Bad news my Lord, CMourton is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welflhmen 
Is in thefield,and ftill his power encreafcth. 

tych. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neere, 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leuied Strength. 
Come, I haue learn'd, that fearfull commenting 
Is leaden feruitor to dull delay. 
Delay leds impotent and Snaile-pac'd Beggcry : 
Then fierie expedition be my wing, 
Ioues Mercury , and Herald for a King : 
Go muftcr men : My counfaile is my Sheeld, 
We muft be brcefe,when Traitors braue the Field, 

Exemt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter oldQufene Margaret, 

Mar. So now profperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into thc rotten mouth of death : 
Heere in thefe Confines flily haue I lurkt, 
To watch the waining of mine enemies. 
A dire indu<5tion,am I witnefle to, 
And will to France,hoping the confequence . 
Will proue as bitter,blacke, and Tragicall. 
Withdraw thee wretched Margaret , who comes heere ? 

Enter T>utcheffeand Queene. 

Qh. Ah my poore Princes] ah my tender Babes : 
My vnblowed Flowres, new appearing fwcets : 
If yet your gentle foulcs flye in the Ayre, 
And be not fixt in doome perpctuall, 
Houer about me with your ayery wings, 
And heare your mothers Lamentation. 

Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right 
Hath dim'd your Infant mornc 3 to Aged night. 

Dut. So many miferies haue craz/d my voyce, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is ftill and mute. 
£dward Plantagenct, why art thou dead ? 

Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Sdward, payes a dying debt. 

t £u. Wilt thoUjO God,flye from fuch gentle Lambs, 
And throw them in the inrrailes of the Wolfe f 
When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done ? 

Mar. When holy Harry dyed 3 and my fweet Sonne. 

Dut Dcadlife,blind fight, poore mortall liuingghoft, 
Woes Scene, W orlds {hame,Graues due, by life vfurpt, 
Breefe abftradt and record of tedious dayes, 
Reft thy vnrcft on Englands lawfull earth, 
Vnlawfully made drunke with innocent blood. 

Qu : Ah that thou would'ft aflbone affoord a Graue, 
As thou canft yecld a melancholly feate : 
Then would I hide my bones,not reft them heere, 
Ah who hath any caufe to mourne but wee ? 

XJMar. If ancient forrow be moft reuerent, 
Giue mine the benefit of figneurie, 
And let my grccfes frowne on the vpper hand 
If forrow can admit Society. 
I had an EdwardfyM a Richard kill'd him : 
I had a Husband, till a ^Wa'kill'd him : 
Thou had'ft an Edward, till a HjchardkilVd him : 
Thou had'ft a Richard, till a RichardkiWd him. 

Dut. I had a ^'cW^too,and thou did'ft kill him $ 
I had a Rutland too, thou hop'ft to kill him. 

Mar. Thou had'ft a Clarence too, 
And RichardkiWd him. 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept 
A Hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death : 
That Dogge, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry Lambes, and lap their gentle blood : 
That foule defacer of Gods handy worke : 
That reigncs in gaulcd eyes of weeping foulcs : 
That excellent grand Tyrant of the earth, 
Thy wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our graues. 
O vpright,iuft,and true-difpofingGod, 
How do I thankc thee,that this carnall Curre 

Prayesf 


